
tyi'I uch acioe 

A thoufand blufhing apparitions, 

To ftart into her face, a thouCind innocent flumes, 

In angel whitenefle beatc away thofeblufhes. 

And in her eie there hath appeal'd a fire, 

T o burne the errors that thefe princes hold 
Againft her maiden truth: call me a foole, 

T ruft not mv reading, nor my obf cruntions, 

Which with experimental feale doth warrant 
The tenure of my booke:truft not my age, 

JVly reuercnce,calling,nor diuinitie, 

]f this fweete ladie lie not guiltlcfle here, 

Vnder fome biting errour, 

Lccmto Frier, it cannot be. 

Thou feed that a! the grace that file hath left* 

Is, that fhc will not adde to her damnation, 

A finncofperiury,fhcnot denies it: 

Why feekfi thou then to couer with excufc. 

That which appearesin proper nakednefle? 

frier Lady,vvhat man is he you are accufdc of? 

Hero T hey know that do accufe me, 1 know none, 

If 1 know more of any man almc 

Then that which maiden modefty doth warrant. 

Let all my finnes lackc mercie,0 my father, 

Prouc you that any man with me conuerft, 

A t houres vnmeetc,or that I vefternight 
JVlaintairid the change of words with any creature, 
Fvcfufe me, hate me,torture me to death. 

Frier There is fome Orange mifprifion in the princes* 
Bene. Two of them haue the very bent of honour, 
Andiftheirwifcdomes bemifieejin this. 

The prafhfe of it hues in Iohn the Ballard, 
Whofefpirites tovle in frame of villanies. 

Leomto 1 know not, if they (peake but truth of her, 
Thefe hands (Fall teare her , ifthcy wrong her honour, 
Theprowdcft of them flial welhcare of it. 

Time hath not yet fo dried this bloud of mine. 

Nor age fo eate vp my inuention. 
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about Soothing . 

vj or fortune made fuch hnuockc of my mcancs, 

|s T or my bad life reft me fo much of friends. 

But they (hall find awakte in fuch a kind, 

Both ftrength oflimbe.and policy of mind, 

Ability in mcancs, and choife offriends, 

Xo quit me of them throughly. 

frier Pawfe awhile, 

Andletmy counfcll fwavyou in this cafe, 
four daughter here the princdTe (left for dead,) 

Let her awhile be fccretly kept in, 

And publish it, that (he is dead indeede, 

Maintainc a mourning o dentation, 

And on your families old monument, 
Hangmourneful epitaphes,and do all rites. 

That appertaine vnto a buriall- 

Leon. What (hall become of thisHvbat will this do? 
Trier Mary this well caried, fliall on her bchalfc,, 
Change flaundcr to remorfe,that is fome good. 

But not for that dreame I on this ftrangc courfe, 

But on this trauaile looke for greater birth: 

She dvmg,as it mu fi: be (b maintaind, 

Ypon the inftantthat fhe was accufdc, 

Shal be lamented, pittied, and excufdc 
Of euery hearer: for it fo falls out, 

That what we haue, we prize not to the worth. 

Whiles we enioy it, but being lackt and loft. 

Why then we rackc the valew, then vve find 
T he vertue that poiTcffion would not fhew VS 
Whiles it was ours,fo will it fare with Claudio: 

When hce fliall heai e fhe died ypon his words, 

Th 1 dxa of her life (hail fweetly creepe, 

Into his ftudy of imagination, 

And euery louely Organ of her life, 

Shall come apparelld in more precious habite. 

More moouing delicatc,and full of life, 

Into the eie and profpeft of his foule 
1 hen when (he liude indcechthcn (hall he mourne , 


